called out. There was silence; the flame of the
candle was burning low, damped by the flakes that
fell on it. He knew he was nervous and apt to
imagine things, but at this moment he had a feeling
that there was someone in the yard, or behind the
shed- ' Who's there ? J he called again. Then he
decided it must have been a cat.
He bolted the door again, returned to the parlour
and went on with his accounts.
Every evening he sat like this, alone, after he had
shut the shop. His brother, Diderik, went out then.
Frans would have gone out earlier ; as long as he
could remember, Frans had never waited until they
had shut, and invariably, when he was asked why
he was so impatient, he would be embarrassed and
answer, with his eyes turned away, that he felt he
must get out into the air ; even as a little boy he
had been the same. In the past both Gerbrand
and Diderik, when they saw him in the street, had
often followed him to spy out what he did, but all
they had ever seen was that he walked alone,
quietly, without turning his head, and before the
clock in the Tower struck nine, winter and summer,
he was always to be found somewhere in the neigh-
bourhood of the Market Square. There he would
walk up and down, usually behind the Church,
sometimes standing still as though he was gazing
at something in the distance. Then, after an hour
or so, he would come home. He had always done